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Abstract
There is no such thing as pessimistic art—Art affirms....Truth is ugly.
We possess art lest we perish o f the truth. F. Nietzsche
These poems attempt to excavate the unspoken frame of being in a circus of 
voices, many of which are subversive, volatile, and unspeakably female. The 
disparate voices achieve their crescendo in an overwhelming question: why 
exist? The nihilism they cultivate and share, the tragic and flawed experiences 
they echo, reinforce life, art, and all of its inevitable questions. Beauty is 
ultimately birthed in the wreckage of life, the poetry of which offers the 
possibility of transcendence.
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"But, do you want to go the way of your affliction, 
which is the way to yourself?"
A beginning. The spirit that bears much.
"What is difficult? asks the spirit that would bear much, and kneels 
down like a camel wanting to be well loaded."
Henrietta in Autumn
That woman, honey you know, she 
turned away from her man, baby,
can I give you something? A pearl. 
Just like that, her pink tongue flashes
reaches over to cover mine.
The boys at the bar couldn't keep
their names straight. It's all real sticky. 
She plants a pearl on my tongue.
I wave my hands, trying to get near 
my drink, brain crazed thinking she is
leaving an egg in my mouth, what's 
it gonna grow in? A peacock?
Fly out. I open my mouth, flash 
them feathers, yes, better believe
my ass is red. Last time I sucked 
a man I bit his head off, not 
the one he eats with neither.
I cannot recall
if I was this lonely, before 
my voices split me, turned
on my side, forked 
hollowed and grunting,
my own tongue, my own cleft, 
days and ways of my own
hands. This is how she came, 
my daughter who sleeps,
arms open in case of falling 
moons, droopy stars swing
split in the balance of her 
nights, handmade mobile heaves,
butterflies battle, plastic stars 
clink, weary of competition.
This is how it is, I shout at them. 
Mirabel howls and coos, partner
in the polemic, solemn in plastic 
pants, her stars, moons, butter­
flies, hers to accost and command. 
She will wail when they fall,
it was not her choice at all.
Control and dignity are little
more than life, splayed after 
birth, a red mess, its aftermath,
thwarted by my schism.
Social Work
Lie for you to nurses, 
teachers, social workers 
who come, question, 
rap on our windows.
Do you eat well?
I'm skinny.
Draw your family for me.
Your purple bruises?
Bom on monkey bars.
Tell a story about what 
you see...
The cigarette burns?
An accident, can't explain.
Let's play the feeling game.
You can tell me anything. 
Oh, I do.
Do your parents get angry? 
Wouldn't you?
Eight
I chased the ice cream van 
on my bike, climbed trees 
and stole paperbacks, 
removing their spines, 
sticking them under my tee.
Vanilla cones were thirty-five 
cents from the fat woman 
who wore a hair net.
I never wanted my 
tuna fish sandwiches, 
on burnt bread.
Mornings sucked, 
don't wake Mom, 
let's play instead.
At night Mom locked the four 
of us in my brothers' bedroom 
where dragons roamed the floor 
in a shallow sea of volcanic green. 
And so we jumped, bed to bed, 
onto the dresser that always fell.
I kept my eyes open, better 
to know what's coming. I can't 
pin shadows with my tongue.
I watch them the way I hear for 
my mom, the rattling of her keys 
and granddad's shape on my wall.
He lives in the dirt, the stink 
that grows in gray (two dead 
cats, a baby that didn't breathe, 
my dad who's out there somewhere).
I stole thirty-five cents from Mom's purse.
Repelling Softness
Claire owned the kitchen noise, 
the clack, clack of her patent leather 
feet rapping the chair's metal legs.
Her fork grazed the plate, ushering 
green beans, olive fans into heaps, 
canned, french-cut green beans
that she would dispense, when 
her mother was not seeing, 
into the cupboard's drawer.
*
The first wail is hunger.
Emptiness sits quiet.
Women feed the first hunger. 
Emptiness continues, longs, 
a trapeze swinging, no hands 
no legs holding on.
Now Claire likes laxatives, capsules 
riveted in tin foil sheaths. She 
does not eat much food, loathes 
calories the way her mother 
bemoans the Hispanic family 
next door. Stop heaving watery
shit on the bathroom floor.
Better to rupture than feel.
The Crossroads 
Tok, Alaska
Ravens bend black spruce. At her table 
he holds a fork, sideburns creep toward 
his jaw, threaten his mandible 
and bury white suffering.
Ice cylinders erupt from their beers.
Arctic blue blankets morning's sun.
After they make love he sleeps on the couch.
She regards his ankles snaked in wool.
On her birthday he gives her crossword puzzles.
The man would not leave.
Snow irritated him.
Nagged at his boots.
Made him look for warm comers.
He slung his blade out for her to see. 
She counted planks on the cabin ceiling. 
Spiny knots.
Fermatas.
Watermarks.
His penis was inside her.
He did not ask.
Why are you doing this? You're drunk, get out,
I don't understand. Please go away. You're hurting me.
Shut up, bitch. Don't make me have to hurt you. Nice 
and easy now, let's play a game.
*
She knew him, they said.
Seeking Peppers
Tony builds sausage and pepper 
heroes with thick wrinkled fingers 
in a shop full of cops, styrofoam cups, 
old men in plaid, boys in tight jeans.
There's a dictionary between your thighs.
He raises his eyebrow, just one. They kiss 
in the middle of his cranky forehead.
My twat doesn't have anything 
to say. She hasn't spoken in years.
You kiss your baby with that mouth?
With my mouth open.
And what about your husband, 
he likes you to talk to him like that?
Only when he's drunk. He calls me Laura.
Laura? What you talkin' about, Laura?
She come in here?
No, Tony. I don't know who she is.
Maybe, someone he found.
He enjoys finding things.
Late
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You watched the towers fall from an express bus window.
The gentle slide of steel and glass, mist and fire through eyes 
that hold the subtlety of a woman who knows a secret—hoods 
kohl lined, wide in a face where tundra is smooth like porcelain.
From the window of the bus 
into the window of an Other.
How do these things happen?
My sweet friend, they've 
been happening for years.
Following hurled rocks and go home in neon orange 
Mohammed moved his wife and boys back toYemen.
You should have been in your office that morning. 
Twenty-second floor, Fendi bag locked in your desk.
You cry and cry, seven funerals you won't 
attend since you refuse to ride the bus.
It is this that I do not understand: the subway 
would have got you to work on time.
Anticipation in a Night Club
Tomoko drapes her arm over 
my shoulder, mouths my cheek, 
parts my lips with an index 
finger, feeds me sashimi.
Laugh. The band plays 
naughty notes that hang, 
suspended in smoke.
A women in purple velvet 
kneads a man's crotch.
My lover becomes a cat.
Explosion. A nodding man 
blows a sax. A sea of women's 
backs are dusted in alabaster 
acoustic tile. They kneel, 
breathing quick into their fists.
Beneath a cocktail table 
Tomoko and I crouch.
Boys with full lips 
in still faces bare guns.
I love her, my fingers 
thick in her hair.
I hold the moment, 
the spiny crackling after 
the ice has split. Nerves 
teased into spires, wired 
with exhaustion, waiting 
for it all to break.
Becoming. The lion and a sacred No.
"Here the spirit becomes a Hon who would conquer his 
freedom and be master in his own desert."
Propriety
Tired of 
becoming 
stretched, 
obsolete
hairs on my nipples 
instead
of my head, a jackass 
in my bed 
haunts me, 
chases 
with incisors bared, 
offers me 
doughnuts
(a rapist with manners). 
I'm  uncertain 
these are 
dreams, 
he utters 
please, please.
I spread.
Some­
thing about butter.
Negative Space
I crawl across your 
canvas, pull reds 
with my toes, 
down your sides, 
knees and calves 
makeshift brushes.
I scatter you 
blending colors 
into your negative 
space, overtures 
of insipid greens 
turned crooked flower, 
seeking pale sunshine 
in your comers, 
you wait as I blend, 
muted taupe for 
your neck, I slide, 
soft copper hairs 
and acrylic, past 
your chest I wade 
in your belly, 
you stir, sigh 
impressionistic.
I dance in drips 
and drabs of 
silvery wetness 
before I pause, 
back to your lips, 
musing over the 
state of red I 
left in my wake.
Medea's Chickens
Sanctity breeds 
ambivalent knives 
clutched in my slow fingers. 
I don't kill too often.
I relish the morbidity 
of everyone I eat, 
chickens, salmon, 
cauliflower, cows,
they speak to me in 
quatrains and I 
have not composed 
my answers, yet
for our babies we 
murder. Men 
know this, glance 
gleefully at our
breasts, the racks 
on our ribs, not 
under cellophane 
or storing our guns.
What can I write 
while my daughter 
shrieks, could we 
kill our babies?
Demimonde
I see up her skirt.
Plum cotton patch of 
demarcation.
What if?
So what, it taunts.
What if I put my face...? 
Thighs bunch around 
my neck, Hemlock 
I want to taste.
Are you a pig if you squeal?
Children Try to Leave Godlessly 
Sometimes
Early morning, Mom sleeping, brothers at school, 
hiding in my room until I felt the quiet, I said goodbye 
to my cat, and sat on the bed's edge, twisting 
a knife into my wrist's blue.
A plane moaned above my house and I was afraid. 
The man leaning shirted arms on the window sill, 
he was afraid too, but we wondered anyway, why 
bother when nothing returns and we run around 
chasing what we tasted, once, what we craved.
It is the body that hangs in, 
long after the mind caves.
I aimed my wrist at the wall, 
and woke up in the hospital.
Negotiation
Sex Tuesdays and Fridays, 
tri-monthly blow jobs. 
Saturday night films 
and take-out Chinese, 
vegetable lomain, no pork. 
Boxers and socks don't 
hang on the treadmill.
Passing gas is natural, but 
toilet seats can be turned 
down. Penthouse and Hustler 
prefer hidden storage. 
Cellulite is not dairy, 
jiggling isn't funny. 
Camcorders, old lovers, and 
squash are never welcome. 
Heels and leather thongs 
are for birthdays in bedrooms.
Seeing
Honor the avocados softening on my window 
sill until the moment comes when they become perfect.
I won't be watching the fecundity, a movement from green 
into brown so swift I've only ever sampled rotten fruit.
Taste me, tell me it's all right baby, you're not hazy 
and I like green mush. I'll rot with the avocados, 
in plain sight.
After the Brain Ripens 
for Mrs. Woolf
I know I am spoiling your life,
preservation is obnoxious, 
unsatisfying, acid 
lingering on peaches 
who've forgone 
their branch's intimacy: 
brilliance into mediocrity 
onto someone else's tongue.
Into the river, watch 
and stone in her pocket.
Everything has gone from me hut 
the certainty o f your goodness.
Prurient English boys pass 
her on bicycles, bells ring 
as her cells extract 
the brusque river.
Eleven fifteen, time 
noted, the boys return 
home to their pudding.
How do we feed each 
other (goodness)?
And by loving and waiting, 
watching and pleading, 
can we resist lodging 
our bodies beneath piers?
The Kids at Daddy's Wake
We sat next to the casket and whispered. Billy cracked 
jokes, Chris smiled, watched his Nikes. You drew 
a pretty decent crowd. Two women smoked light
cigarettes in the hall, toddlers wove past fold up 
seats filled with generous behinds. Cat Stevens 
played under the hum of your guests.
1 chuckled eight feet from your drained, made-up 
body. You looked like an alien in orange lipstick. 
Coffin pictures of children in faux wood frames
reflected your pancaked profile. A horizon 
of slumping, upright people gabbed, anonymous 
in work clothes. They did not know
that you were my dead Daddy, that my wrists 
had healed, and that you got to die before me.
Spam and Suicidal Ideation 
(or Redeeming Rough Nights)
I'm gonna drive a phillips screwdriver through my chest. 
No. I'll go to the supermarket, stand in the canned meat 
aisle, ponder Spam and the advent of luncheon meat.
Are there pigs in Spam?
I speak my refrain loud. Spam. Scream it, sing it, dance, 
jump from one beige linoleum square to the next.
Spin, leap over cracks, bringing my twist to form.
What the fuck is Spam?
Women, run away with your children, pile them in metal 
shopping carts, crushing processed white bread and woe­
begone eggs—the kids will eat them anyway.
Spam, spam, spam.
I pray: Father of transmogrified pork, I've been ungrateful. 
I bend before you, knees on the mean floor, under 
white fluorescent lights, hear my prayer.
III The other dancing song.
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"I fear you near, I love you far, your flight lures me, your seeking cures me: 
I suffer, but what would I not gladly suffer for you?"
Monologue Without Prozac, 
Mid afternoon
I have been telling you that it's fine, 
life is good, bullshit even less exact 
about the privacy I thieve during 
mirthless jagged dawns, baby asleep, 
when I wonder why I'm even here.
I could hold my face under water, final.
You worry about things you cannot do, 
telephone bills sit unpaid, the household 
plunging into anarchy, released from 
a leader who stilled colonizing bacteria 
under the threat of aerosol cans and pine 
scented sprays. The green plants wither, 
xylem close from lack of care.
We should eat coffee ice cream naked 
atop plastic chairs, leaving beneath us 
crescent shapes from fattened cheeks, 
idly masturbating in a local diner 
so we're reminded which freedoms 
are illusory, which are givens, 
and why it is we choose to breathe.
The Garden
I want to write about the places words 
get stuck, caustic adverbs, the pronouns
that got away, except she came from he 
and me, an into an I I cannot strike,
must feed her and teach her, read to her 
from books I do not understand,
whose words come unstuck, trip across 
laminated pages, frogs, logs and bunnies,
indifferent smiling farmers with naughty 
beasts plowing through their gardens,
carrot after carrot, sly caterpillars never 
satiated, not unlike me, but I have courtesy,
would never eat another's leaves. Often 
I think that Eve was a bitch,
it wasn't her fruit, she did not ask, but 
(where do we hang this but, my love?)
Do we hang it on Eve, with a comma?
The Last Wave, Post-Fem
1.
Julie, chestnut hair 
and tawny eyes, 
set the requirements, 
blew out the myths, 
called them Healing, Jesus, 
Scientist, stripped papyrus 
wet and sticky, plum fingers 
push new paper into 
a mold and She was bom, 
skinny white and juicy 
laid out in the sun. It wasn't 
seven days and seven nights 
but nine months and sixteen 
disinfected hands.
2.
She worked for them, 
called them Father, Pig, 
and Enterprise, fucked 
them under impressions 
of irregular blue skylines, 
shiny lithographs, 
the wakeful originality 
of her spread open pink.
Premature to every 
explosion, or quivering 
honesty, she rose, 
incomplete in her 
orgasm—hybrid, 
captive, cold.
He watches her shoulder blades 
as she molds, incomplete mother, 
on the floor mother, fragmentation mother. 
What are you telling me?
Shut her mouth with all your paper.
3.
Once, I was a little boy 
and Convulvous was a hawk.
4.
Purchase smallness.
Littleness is precious, 
commanding, impressive.
No, not like Mother— 
she deconstructed the snake, 
microwaves and fornicates, 
we can utilize technology, 
legality, guilt, and weaponry.
Julie calls to the Sheep
who hurry to the Messenger,
the Penned Man, then the Speakers
(and the Hustlers and the Slaves),
to every front lawn,
radio and fizzle-box:
She is dashing and dried, savory 
compromised, willing to dominate 
and cultivate, flora and bribes, 
babies who incubate 
in her template, her archetype.
5.
Mollusks 30
Seven snails lived in a cardboard shoe box crammed with romaine they never 
ate, but it comforted me, them having something organic to slither across. Lying 
on my bed I took them out to play. I fed the snails pages of textbooks, my room 
door latched (silvery hook in its eye). I coaxed them to glide across my thighs, 
the blue tree side of my arms, and my headless stuffed bear. They slimed the bed 
spread, the shag carpet, the bathtub, the sink, and always refused to swim. Mom 
found two escapees on the kitchen wall. I sulked when they all snuck away.
The Times
Quarter Pounder with cheese, 
large fries, oh yes, super size.
Morty pauses in the drive thru, 
rinses forty caffeinated ounces, 
back to his cubicle, his headset, 
sixty hours in nylon slacks.
Saturday a Girl Scout knocks, 
an idyllic view—eleven years 
old, green pleated skirt halts 
somewhere above the knees. 
Her gym scrape winks.
She offers cookies—coconut, 
thin wafer mints, peanut 
butter, almond, toffee.
Here's the order form, I'll 
need your signature.
Morty invites her in, macaroons, 
and mints, eight, maybe ten. 
Hang on while I find my pen.
He's a pedophile by noon.
Nietzsche's Contest
Dionysus blazes toward the goal. Mahogany skin, spandex clad 
genitals tucked in a cup, padded and plastic encased, he runs 
dodges, tosses the pig.
Players don't die, ordinarily. Hot dog and pretzel consumption 
curbing in the near, litigation on behalf of wide asses. Alcohol 
flows curtailed. No Bacchic rites.
No threesomes with cheerleaders. Foreplay commercials cast 
light beers with light women. Fantasies, planted and watered wives 
whoever's around at the Fritos culmination just might do.
I want sexy dead men mangled in the end zones.
Legs flailing, daunted by the possibility of a final stride. Skin 
rips in fear as an opponent crushes, steals breath.
Women should be salty, not snacks.
Orientation, Love, and Consideration 
in Twenty-one Hours of Sunlight
1.
I loved him by accident, 
an uncertainty akin 
to my discovery of chocolate 
milk amidst a determined 
bovine abstinence, 
and his baby when 
I found her in my belly.
2 .
Heavy cream.
I also hold emptiness, 
its bottle held wine, 
poems, ennui.
Discord
I couldn't orchestrate 
my own catastrophe, 
so I walked, fourteenth street 
to one-sixtieth. Unpredictable 
water colors rim, inviting 
an October night to swallow, 
me, one of his denizens.
Erase me with his pink lips.
Walking, the subways 
grumble. I count Korean 
grocers' street-side green apples, 
and red apples, my cliche, my 
body's open politics—how 
to close them, how to stitch 
fabric to skin, forget my 
pronouns, my first she and he, 
my shell. Yolk would spill 
fanciful yellow onto concrete.
I could walk into a stranger's 
violence, Manhattan, dark skin, 
male, my second, gentrified cliche. 
I am sanitized, suburbanized, 
intoxicated, lonely. Towers lift 
estranged, unnamed maize 
into the sky. I carry the letters 
of all my nights folded, and walk 
under the dim lights of men.
Pluralities
Your body has barely left hers, 
language full of pluralities,
I becomes we when your 
mouth lags open too long.
Waves slow curl on the lips 
of a rocky beach, Circe 
directs her lovers, 
the waters beckon,
and your lips met my breasts, 
ripe with the green tide, 
and I wondered if she came, 
her lilt, your wordless tongue.
Strip Mall,
North Pole, Alaska
The sun sets 
around midnight.
Yes, work's all right.
Santa mostly, meth,
Jesus. He's fine.
Kitty, stop it.
No, not any more.
We'll be friends, maybe.
I don't know.
No.
It's that way sometimes.
He should really 
do his own laundry.
It's called Vicodin. 
Whatever.
They go up every year. 
School boards are lunatics. 
Yes.
Men from Texas should not 
be given authority.
I know.
I slit my throat.
It's a joke.
Yes, a joke.
The sacred yes.
"Why must the preying lion still become a child? The child is innocence 
and forgetting, a new beginning, a game, a self-propelled wheel, 
a first movement, a sacred Yes."
Dropping China
Thighs widen, buttocks 
fall, all that sits between 
prepares to explode.
Spaces begin to shrink.
The baby cries the clattering 
sounds of the ugliest chimes.
Prayers for sleep begin, not 
to a god, but to stratus clouds 
which might impart somatic 
rain, Valium for the masses, 
for elliptical neanderthal 
men wielding clubs, and trucks 
that snore promises to 
wrench cerebellums from 
wide-eyed, manic sculls.
It's not that drastic. Lack 
of REM sleep can't kill.
Life must begin, somewhere 
even if it is atop the kitchen 
table after Merlot spun 
you free from a condom.
The Good Mother
I wanted to end you. 
We often spoke,
I asked that you 
go away, be gone, 
disappear: you kicked 
your response into 
my rib cage, so I 
ran my baths hot, 
moved the fridge, 
the kid's beds, 
packed Eric's books 
into boxes, shuffled 
them down steps 
haphazardly, and 
not once did I fall. 
Jenny and Michael 
strapped in the back,
I drove my madness 
through traffic lights, 
closed my eyes at 
intersections, the 
kids singing wee, 
my swollen belly 
jumbled against 
the steering wheel.
I wrestled Jenny, 
invited her to 
pummel me, 
her tiny fists 
into my fat gut 
and as I sat in a 
beige plastic booth, 
watching Jenny lick 
the salt from her fries 
my water broke 
and I burst into tears, 
left the kids at the 
table, locked myself 
in a bathroom stall
and prayed for 
blood or yellow fluid 
to ooze to the floor. 
Jenny knocked, asked 
if the baby was ready.
Pump
So there I was, pumping away in the car. 
The lighter adapter, what a fabulous 
anyway, my navy heel snuck its way 
beneath the accelerator (I love those damn 
shoes). I veered into the right lane 
and careened into a produce truck. 
Popping heads o f red leaf lettuce.
The breast shield clung to me.
Yes, I can hold.
My driver's side air bag exploded 
and the breast pump got wedged 
in, milk kept trickling into 
the bottle while my other breast 
became huge. The minute daisies 
on my dress spread into 
darling, can you take that for me?
Sorry, the other phone (my husband 
is a doll). I had two adorable nurses 
apply counter pressure trying to get 
the pump to let go o f my nipple— 
like my first year o f marriage, 
suck, suck, suck.
Finally, it popped off, no champagne.
I missed my morning meetings, 
and my right breast is a purple-blue bull's 
eye. The doctor snapped pictures—Polaroid 
instants, says he hasn't seen anything
like it, my psychedelic breast, corn­
flower blue and purple running circles 
around my stubby, angry stamen nipple.
The photos disappeared. The doctor's 
office apologized, said they were sorry.
My husband Neil found shots that looked 
just like me on the net. Lactation fetishists, 
you must get a few of those calls, 
right? It's all right, Neil says they turn 
him on (he's talking to our therapist about it), 
but my son resents me, maybe he knows his 
Mommy is an internet porn star, 
and the produce company is suing me, 
damn it, can you hold?
Colic
A green rattle, blood plastic rings 
hang one another, 
split,
vivisected surgeries 
for little hands to hold. TV people hum.
I barely hear what they're selling.
My baby screams, rolls out 
twitches, eyes tumble 
back in his head, making dizzy 
in his dreams. I cannot hear the fucking tv.
Cars hum doom 
down the street. One, two, three, twenty-eight 
cars in baby's screams. He sings 
to the swallows who nest high in the bricks.
Sadie's Nation State
Outside became pregnant, heavy 
white, horizon's waistline 
lost, clouds stretched to burst 
on humans who scuttle.
One woman kept her 
own baby to love, feed, 
sow, and beat. She tugged on 
a glass stem when she felt 
the tightening streets.
A kind woman gave her 
juice and cheese, took her 
blood pressure, inquired 
about disease.
There was a gathering: governess 
and governors, priests and their 
warts, doctors of great 
might, workers social, job 
coaches, stout, mid age 
men who fuddle 
with blending machines.
Someone brought the bees 
to do the thing they do 
(they did). Learners
 .sat,JistenedLscratched____________
paper with pens, sought 
to chronicle buzz.
Her belly
bloomed. They covered her 
with diagrams, 
dictums, Latinate hieroglyphics. 
Doctor asked for blood. Piss.
Blood. Piss. Blood. Shit. They 
poked the baby. The gathering 
convened conventionally: women 
who get high cannot keep 
babies. Babies cannot keep 
women who get high.
(Poor women had better be watched.)
Girl in a Photo
Cambodia, November, 2003
She clasps her wrists at the base 
of her spine in a black dress.
Three toes peep from underneath, 
wine red heads and lips 
so young they lie.
Two American dollars could 
buy her for an hour, maybe 
two (and they do).
Lesions track her neck, the same 
shade as her toes and lips.
I can't help you.
I wish I could.
I live with a spider 
with long, elegant legs. 
You could learn to crawl 
from her, cast your legs 
outwards, 
sideways, 
crooked bones 
may please you.
I am not silly
just frightened by the way 
you don't move, how 
your words get stuck 
and you are always hiding 
in a game where nobody 
ever comes looking.
Vittles
The baby pinches a morsel and steadies it to her mouth. 
Her tongue rolls out, pauses at the corner of her lips.
The kitty nugget disappears. I snag one
for myself, drop the mauve pellet in my mouth.
This is how to make beauty. Baby leans in for another. 
Her father peers over a newspaper. The cat looks pissed.
Forty Turning
Celebrate all of your missing spaces, 
the red salmon who fled under your net, 
pink gums that once held molars, 
your first wife, your first son,
weeds
who call you into your garden
to pull them out,
again
and again— 
torpor,
many hours badly spent,
maybe a tomato will grow.
Since Symmetry Becomes Annulled
When I leave you it will be time 
to pick peas and pull potatoes, 
ahead of the moose and the snow.
Before cottonwoods go nude, 
behind the last salmon caught, 
cut, and frozen for winter meals.
There is a lot to be said for timely 
exiles, and the wake of me will fill 
you more than nights we shared.
This is not Nature's dining room. 
Neon peeps through aspen and birch, 
women's shelters swell with children.
If I could stay I would, but I push 
away my plate before I'm sated, 
and I have always been a liar.
Why you can't die yet
Billy can never afford to pay his own bail.
You never told me grandfather's first name. 
Chris wants to sleep near you at night.
The grass won't grow in the backyard.
There are dirty clothes on the basement floor. 
No one ever walks the dog.
Stephen scares his girlfriends away.
You have not met my daughter.
You have not read any of my poems.
The hair on your head isn't gray.
I still haven't learned how to love you.
Who will I blame for my broad hips?
Salmon
She spasmed 
and I struck-- 
flick, flick 
then bash, still 
in my net she 
began to die.
My daughter 
looked on, eyes 
gelid, wide, blue:
goodbye fishy, goodbye. 
Thank you fish, goodbye,
(flick, flick,...).
My daughter glares, 
pasty clouds drift, 
children's sienna legs 
curl over the bow 
of a passing boat, 
blood gleams 
on silver scales 
and my salmon 
becomes a silence, 
not like I would 
with my bellowing 
lungs, my tentative 
diaphragm, but silence 
fixed in what is dry 
and cannot struggle.
